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DE GULIELMO MEO, MORTUO, SUSPIRIUM, 
" Ah, my brother 1 '" 



alas! how life divides itself, 
the left and the departed ; 

like funeral files, in double row, 
the dead, the broken-hearted ! 
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WILLIAM CROSWELL: 



POET, PASTOR, 






I DID not think to number thee, my Croswcll, with the dead,* 
But counted on thy loving lips to sootlie my dying bed. 
To watch the fluttering flood of life ehb languidly away, 
And point my spirit to the gate that opens into day. 

My " more than brother " thou hast been for five and twenty years, 
In storm and shine, in grief and joy, alike in smiles and tears ; 
Our twin-born hearts so perfectly incorporate in one, 
That not the shadow of a thought e'er marred their unison. 

Beside me, in life's highest noon, to hear the hridegroom's voice 
Thy loTing nature fondly stood, contented to rejoice ; 
Nor boon, that ever bounteous heaven hestowed on me or mine. 
But bore, for thee, a keener joy than if it had been thine. 

Tliy fingers, at the sacred font, when God my hearth had blessed, 
Upon my first-bom's brow the dear baptismal rite impressed ; 
My second-bom, thine own in Christ, our loving names to blend. 
And knit for life his father's son in with his father's friend. 

And when our patriarchal White, with Apostolic hands, 
Committed to my trembling trust the Saviour's dread commands, 
Thy manly formf and saintly face were at my side again, 
Thy voice, a trumpet to my heart, in its sincere Amen. 



Kevenlh binhitay. 
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Beside thee once again be mine, accepted Priest, to stand 

And take with thee the pastoral palm from that dear Shepherd's hand. 

As Choa haat followed Him, be mine in love to follow thee, 

Nor care how soon my course be run, so thine my rest may be. 

Oh ! beautiful and glorious death, with all thy armor on ; J 
While, Stephen-like, thy placid face out, like an angel's, shone.^ 
The words of blessingH on thy lips had scarcely ceased to sound, 
Before thy gentle soul with them its resting-place had found. 

Oh ! pastoral and priestly death, luetic as thy life, — 
A little child to sheltei in Christ's fold boja sin and strife,^ 
Then, by the gate that opens through the Cross for such as she,** 
To enter in thyself, with Christ forevermore to be ! 

EiyBBSiBE, 10th Hovbmbek, 1851, 



E. A blood-vesb?I waa rupTured in bis btalD. 
d jusl baptized an infdiil ; and bis Eermon wB£ addresaed 
iQie UDio me, and foibid them 



Ungdit^ of /Icm'.<i.- 
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DISCOURSE. 



How sacred is the sympathy of sorrow! It is the 
" touch of nature " which " makes the whole world 
kin." It melted the humanity of Jesus, as He stood by 
that new grave ; and it is with Him, now, that He has 
" passed into the heavens," and stands where Stephen 
saw Him, " a great High Priest," " touched with the 
feeling of our infirmities." 

The river which, at first, went out of Eden is salt 
and bitter since the Fall It is the river, now, of 
tears, and waters still the world which man inhabits. 
The electric spark which, in twelve hours, had flashed 
your sorrow on my heart, opened its secret sources 
and overflowed my manhood. I have wept among 
my children ; I have wept beside his grave ; and I 
am here to weep with you. 

It was an ancient Eoman superstition that the 
place was sacred which the lightning struck. How 
sacred must the spot be ever held where I now stand, 
on which the lambent flame of love from God did 
but dissolve the bonds which held it here, to set the 
spirit of our darling free, and bid it welcome to the 
heaven which Christ had opened for it ! And how 
cold and dead must be our hearts, if, in the light of 
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such an Euthanasia, they be not waked from their 
dull dreams of earth, and do not imp their wings to 
take the xipward flight by "which he went to be with 
Jesus ! Oh, that the simple words which I am now 
(please God,) to speak, may have, through grace, the 
unction of his life; may hear, through grace, the 
urgent warning of his death ; may win your souls, 
through grace, to holiness, with the attraction which 
drew him to Heaven ! 

William Croswell was bom in Hudson, Now York, 
on the 7th day of November, 1804. lie was among 
that great company of the preachers who were not 
bom in the Church which their hearts have afterwards 
embraced, and to which their lives have been 
devoted. He was thus not baptized till 1813, before 
which time his father had removed to Albany, and 
had become a Churchman. A nobler Churchman 
does not live, nor one that has done better service to 
the Church, than the Rector of Trinity Church, New 
Haven. The lines which William has recorded with 
the date of his own two-and-thirtieth birthday, need 
no deduction on the score of filial love, but are as true 
as if they were not written by a son. 

" My father, proud am I to bear 

Thy face, thy fono, thy elature ; 
But happier far, might I but share 

More of thy better nature ; 
Thy patient progress after good, 

All obstacles disdiLining ; 
Thy courage, faith, and fortitude, 

And spirit uncomplaining. 
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" Then, for the day that I was born 

Well might I joy, and borrow 
No longer of the coming mom 

It3 trouble or its sorrow : 
Content I'd he to lake my chance 

In either world, possessing, 
FotJiiy complete inheritance, 

Thy virtues and thy hiessing." 

It is not BOW the time to dwell upon his childhood 
or his youth. He was, throughout, a loving and obe- 
dient son, singularly true and just in thought and 
word and deed, transparent in his conscientiousness as 
purest ehrystal. As an instance of it : when a child 
at school, ho was called up by his master, and sharply 
reproved for talking. " No, sir," his answer was, " I 
was not talking ; but I was just going to !" The boy 
was " father of the man." Ho was devout from his 
chQdhood, and had read the Bible so constantly that 
most of it was in his memory. The memories of 
home have never foimd a fitter utterance than in the 
lines, — worthy of Bums and hke him, — which he 
addressed to his when he had left it for the world. 

"I knew my fether's chimney-top, 

Thongh nearer to my heart than eye ; 
And watched the blue smoke reeking up 

Between me and the winter sky. 

" Wayworn, I tiaced the homeward track 

My waywaid youth had left with joy ; 
Unchanged in soul I wandered back, 

A man in yeais, in heart a hoy. 

" I thought upon its cheerful hearth. 

And cheerful hearts' untainted glee ; 
And felt, of all I'd seen on earth. 

This was the dearest spot to me." 
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And seldom has a pious mother's influence been 
owned more feeUngly and faithfully than in the lines 
addressed to his, when he was thirty years of age : 

" Oft, as I muse on all the wiong. 

The silent grief, the secret pMn, 
My froward youth hath caused, I long 

To live my childhood o'er again. 
And yet they are not all in vain, 

The lessons which lliy lore then taught ; 
Not always has it dormant Iain, 

The fire from thy example caught. 

" And now, as feelings all divine 

Wilh deepest power my spirit touch, 
I feel as if some prayer of thine, 

My mother '. were availing much. 
Thus be it ever more and more, 

Till it be thine in bliss to see 
The hopes, with which thy heart runs o'ei 



"We are reminded of Saint Augustine's mother by 
these lines, and feel the assurance which was given to 
her, that the child of prayers and tears, like hers, 
could not be lost. His early education was received 
in New Haven* and its neighborhood. He was, at 
one period, the Catechumen of him whom the whole 
Church rejoices in as Bishop of Western New York, 
Doctor Delancey, then a student in Yale College ; 
and he never ceased to speak of his instructions with 
the most affectionate and grateful reverence. He 



* He was prepared for college by an excellent teacher, Mr. Joel Jonea, since 
greatly distinguished aa Mayor of the city of Philadelphia, a Judge in its highest 
Courts, and President of Girard College. 
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was himself, also, a graduate of the same ancient and 
distinguished University, having received the degree of 
Bachelor of Arts in 1822. His first Communion was 
at the Christmas in that year. He did not become 
a Candidate for Orders till 1826. Though evidently 
destined for the ministry, his diffidence and self-dis- 
trust kept him back. For a while, he contemplated 
the practice of medicine as his profession. His theo- 
logical studies were pursued, in part, at the General 
Seminary, but chiefly under the direction of the ex- 
cellent Bishop of Connecticut, whom, now my brother, 
it is my pleasure also to acknowledge as my Master 
in theology. It was in 1826 that our intimate relar 
tions commenced ; and man has never been in closer 
bonds with man, than he with me, for five-and-twenty 
years, A letter from him to a mutual friend, the wit- 
ness and the sharer of our earliest years of happiness, 
brings down the tokens of his unreserving confidence 
and perfect love within the latest fortnight of his life. 
I do not hesitate to spealc thus personally, because 
your invitation to me, to preach here, is predicated 
mainly on these intimate relations ; and, only for their 
dear sake, could I have left my duties to be with you. 
He came to Hartford when I was then Professor 
in "Washington (now Trinity) College, at Bishop 
Brownell's instance, to be associated with me in 
the direction of the Episcopal Watchman. I remem- 
ber, as if it were hut yesterday, our earliest meeting 
at a hearth as bright and blessed* as was ever kindled 

* When I name Dr. Sumner's, how maay hearts will answer ! She, who was 
its chiefest joy, was taken from her loved ones with as little warning as oar dear 
mulnal friend. " How grows, in Paradise, onr store ! " 
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hj the glow of Christian hospitality ; and never "was 
a happier circle gathered than met there, almost 
nightly, for years. Our intercourse was intimate at 
once, and we never had a feeling or a thought to 
part us. His contributions to the Watchman were 
chiefly poetical The following sonnet was the first. 

" Oh, Tnou, whom slumber reochelli not nor sleep, 

The GQardiin God of Zion, in whoso siglit 

A thousand years pass like a watch at night, 
Her battlements and high munitions keep, 

Or else the Watchman waketh but in Tain ! 
Him, in his station newjy set, make strong, 

And, in his vigils, vigilant ; sustain 
His OTerweaxied spirit in its long 
And lonely round, from eve till matin song ; 

And of Thy charge remind him, — ' Watch and pkay ! ' 
Bo, whether coming at the midnight bell, 

Or at cockcrowing, or at break of day. 
Thou find him faithful, and say—' All is well ! ' 
' How rich is the reward of that true Sentinel ! ' 

Could it have been any better, or any different, if ho 
had been premonished of his course through life, or 
if he had written it on the day on which his life was 
closed ? His poetical contributions to the Episcopal 
Watchman were numerous, in addition to his invalu- 
able services as editor ; and they won for him a high 
and honorable place among the very few to whom 
the name of Poet can be given. Everything that he 
ever wrote in verse was strictly occasional. It was so 
much of his heart-life set to music. He lived it, every 
line. And it was all inspired at the hearth-side, or at 
the altar-foot. It was domestic often, always sacred. 
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He fulfilled, in cverj verse, that beautiful suggestion 
of the sky-lark to the mind of "Wordsworth, — 

" Type of the wise, who soai hal never roam, 
True to the kindred points of heaven and home." 

In that incomparable modesty, which set off, in its 
mild opal light, his virtues and his graces, he thought 
very poorly of these admirable productions, and has 
half suggested the desire that they remain still fugi- 
tive. But this must not be suffered. They are part 
and parcel of his nature, and of his oflice. As he 
hved them, so he preaches in them, and mil while 
the Gospel shall be preached. What could more 
clearly vindicate for him the name of Christian Poet, 
than his lines, entitled " The Ordinal,'' written on the 
day of his ordination by Bishop Browncll, in his 
father's church, at New Haven, Saint Paul's day, 1829. 

" Alas for me if I forget 

The memory of that day 
Which fills my waking thouglits, Dor yet 

E'en sleep can take away ! 
In dreams I still renew the rites, 

Whose strong- liut mystic chain 
The spirit to its God unites, 

And none can part again. 

How oft the Bishop's form I see, 

And hear that thrilling tone 
Demanding with authority 

The heart for God alone. 
Again I kneel as then I knelt, 

While he above me stands, 
And seem fo feel as then I felt 

't'lie pressure of his hands. 
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Again the prieela in meet array, 

As my weak spirit fails, 
Beside me bend tliem down to pray 

Before the chancel rails ; 
As then, the Sacramental host 

Of God's elect are by, 
When many a voice its utterance lost, 

And tears dimmed many an eye. 

Ab then they on my vision rose, 

The Taulled aisles I see, 
And desk and cushioned book repose 

In solemn sanctity, — 
The mitre o'er the marble niehe. 

The broken crook and key 
That, from a Bishop's tomb, shone rich 

With polished traeery. 

The hangings, the baptismal font. 

All, all, save me, unchanged. 
The holy table, as was wont, 

With decency arranged ; 
The linen cloth, the plate, ihe cup, 

Beneath their covering shine. 
Ere priestly hands are lifted up 

To bless the bread and wine. 

The solemn ceremonial past. 

And I am set apart 
To serve the Lord, from first to last. 

With undivided heart ; 
And 1 have sworn, with pledges dire 

Which God and man have heard. 
To speak tlie holy trutli entire 

Li action and in word. 

Oh Thou! who, in Thy holy place. 
Hast set Thine orders three, 

Grant me, Thy meanest servant, grace 
To win a good degree : 



icioy Google 



That so replenished from above. 

And in my office tried, 
Thou mayst be honoured, and in love 

Thy Church be edified ! " 

I had come to Boston in 1828, and in 1829 he came 
here,* to Christ Church, as successor to the Kev. Dr. 
Eaton ; ivho, spared in providential love to wend his 
patriarchal way among the children's children of his 
first parishioners, was strangely called to commend the 
parting spirit of his son and brother in the faith and 
ministry of Christ, into the hands of Him who gave it. 
He was ordained a Priest, and instituted Eector of Christ 
Church, on Saint John Baptist's Day, 1829, by the 
venerable Bishop Griswold. How he loved the very 
dust that generations had gathered upon that ancient 
edifice ; how faitlifuUy he did his Master's work there, 
for eleven years ; how much he attached to him the 
affectionate confidence of his parishioners ; how many 
feet he gathered within the fold ; how many souls he 
knit into the faith of Jesus Christ, there are those 
here, who know and can bear witness. How deeply 
his heart yearned to leave its time honored walls, 
when called to another scene of pastoral labor,-| his 

* A mntnitl friend, who knew him ihoronghly and loved him even more, 
reminds me that my first remark after being established here, was, " Now, icb 
mint have CroswtU!" On his first appearance in Christ Chnroh, another of the 
three who wore to me aa Noah, Daniel, and Job, said to him, "How do jou Ziie 
Mr. Donne's friend? "Oh," was his prompt reply, " he foofe as amiable as Dr. 
Walls ! " 

t He took -with him, to the Diocese of Western New York, Ihe fnllowin^ dis- 

Dear Sir : Tlie ohjecl of llils, is io Irinsfer from Ihe Stale of Massachu- 
setts lo jour Dioceie, the Kcv. William Croswell- Merely to say, that, for three 
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loving spirit has borne testimony in one of his own most 
beautiful and touching lyrics. How warmly he had 
cherished, and how faithfully he had kept alive the 
feeling of his ordination, another of them, beaming 
date at noon, on the sixth anniversary of that event, 
and apparently written while alone, within its hal- 
lowed walls, most fervently declares. 

" How swift the years have come and gone, since on this blessed day, 
A Tictim at the altar's horn, I gave myself away ; 
And, streaming through the House of God, a glory seemed to shine. 
Invisible to other eyes, but manifest to mine. 

Oh ! father, mother, hTethren, ' friends, no less than brethren dear,' 

Who promised, at this solemn hour to be in spirit near, 

Say, is it not your influence in blended prayer 1 feel, 

As now, before the Mercy-seat, from many shrines we kneel ! 

I would my heart might ever thus dissolve with fervent heat. 
As here, ' fast by the oracle,' the service I repeat. 
That ever, in my inmost soul, the same rejoicing light 
Might bum, like Zion'a altar flame, unquenchable and bright." 

Four years he ministered as Rector of Saint Peter's 
Church, Auburn, earnestly, faithfully, most accept- 
ably, and most successfully. But Boston had been 
the scene of the labors of his earliest love. His tastes 

years last past he has not been justly liable to evil report, for error in doctrine, or 
viciousness of life, though eminently Uae, seems, in his case, very annecessarj. 
He will leave behind him no clergyman more highly, more justly, or more gener- 
nll; esteemed, for those quHlitics which constilntc and adorn the gentleman, the 
scholar, and the faiHiftil rainisier of Christ. While, with many hundreds of 
others, I deeply regret his loss to this Diocese, I may well congratulate you on 
sach an accession to yours. That, in his new situation, he may find friends as 
numerous a,ud as cordial as those he leaves, is the prayer of jour fnend and 
hrolher, A. V. GRISWOLD. 

To the Uight lUv. Dr. DeLancey," 
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and habits inclined him to a city life. Tlie bonds of 
nature drew this way. And more than all, his heart 
was yearning to dissolve itself upon a ministry among 
the poor. It was no recent passion. It was the sacred 
fancy of his youth. Hours and hours had we dis- 
coursed of it together. His labors, while connected 
with Christ Church, had partaken largely of that 
character. He had been every body's minister, that 
had no other. He had quaMfied himself to be the 
servant of Christ's poor ; and, in his yearning nature, 
he could brook no other service. What could be 
plainer proof of this than the following lines, which 
he wrote in 1830, and which, ten days before his 
death, he copied out and sent to a Church paper, in 
New York, in which the claims of the poor find a 
devoted advocate ! 

" Lord '. lead the way the Saviour went. 
By lane and cell obscure. 
And let love's treasures still be spent 
Like His, upon the poor. 

Like Him, through scenes of deep distress 
Who bore the world's sad weight, 

We in their crowded lonelinees 
Would seek the desolate. 

For Thou hast placed us side by side 

In this wide world of ill ; 
And, that Thy followers may be tried, 

The poor are with us still. 

Mean are all offerings we can make ; 

But Thou hsst taught us, Lord, 
If given for the Saviour's sake. 

They lose not their reward." 
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Who could have any doubt as to where hk heart 
was, who wrote these verses one-and-twenty years ago ? 
Who but admires the stedfastness of purpose and 
unrelenting self-devotiou to a sacred cause, which, 
after one-and-twenty years, could reproduce, and re- 
adopt and re-assert them ? Who that loves him, or 
loves his Lord, would have his latest contributions to 
the service of the Gospel, any other, in Hne or letter, 
than this is. Beautifully, feelingly, fervently did he 
adopt, for the conclusion of the letter which enclosed 
it, — may we all have grace to do so ! — the admirable 
pre-Advent collect : " Stir up, we beseech thee, O 
Lord, the wills of Thy faithful people ; that they plen- 
teously bringing forth the fruit of good works, may, 
by Thee, bo plenteously rewarded, through Jesus 
Christ, our Lord." 

In 1844, these longings of his pious heart were 
met. A sufficient number of like-minded persons was 
found to organize a' Church, whose sittings should be 
free, that all who would, might come ; which should 
be supported, through the channel of the weekly 
Offertory, that every one might lay up, on the Lord's 
day, as the Apostle hath enjoined, according to his 
ability ; which should celebrate daily Morning and 
Evening Prayer, in accordance with the order of the 
Prayer Book, and so be " a House of Prayer for all 
people." His first meeting with the Corporation of 
the Church of the Advent, was on the eve of Novem- 
ber 9th, 1844 — by a strange coincidence, the very day, 
whose seventh return was to take their Kector from 
their head. The worship, for six months, was, as the 
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earliest Christian worship was, in " an upper room." 
A suitable hall was then provided and prepared, 
which was in use two years and a half. This present 
house of prayer, secured and adapted at the cost of 
$17,000, was opened at the beginning of the Advent 
season, in 1847. At the first service in this Parish 
about fifty persons were assembled. The present 
number of stated worshippers is computed at ten or 
twelve times that number. The weekly offerings 
have continually increased, and nearly equal the or- 
dinary expenditure for the service. Christ's poor, 
meanwhile, are not neglected. The pious purpose to 
erect a more Church-like and capacious structure has 
been kept iu view, and an accumulating fimd begun 
toward its accomplishment; while individuals have 
owned themselves the debtors of the Lord, one, in the 
offering of a costly service for the Holy Altar, and 
others, in a valuable organ, and in other ways. The 
number of annual baptisms has increased from ten to 
fifty, and the number of Communicants, from seventy 
to two himdred and twelve. The whole number of 
baptisms has been two hundred and eighty-eight ; of 
persons confirmed, one hundred and nine ; and of 
Communicants admitted, three hundred and thirty- 
three. From seventy-five to one hundred children 
are reported as under catechetical instruction. 

These are encouraging statistics. This is a wonder- 
fiil result. It is an enterprise perplexed with hind- 
rances. There is the prejudice against it, that it is 
new; when, in fact, it is the apostolic way. And 
there are private personal prejudices; of pride, of 
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selfishness, of incredulityj of inexperience, of settled 
habit. I never knew a man that was so well fitted, 
to contend with all these prejudices, and overconie 
them. In the first place, he was fiUed full with the 
spirit of Christ. He was, emphatically, "a man of loves." 
His heart was large enough to take in all the world. 
His generosity was unbounded. When he first heard 
of the undertaking to relieve the Institutions of the 
Church, at Burlington, from their indebtedness, and 
to secure their perpetuity, he walked the floor for 
very nervousness of joy, and said that he had never 
so desired a private fortune, that he might give it 
all. And his kindness was as considerate and delicate, 
in all its details, as it was boundless in its compre- 
hension. He knew the very thmg to do, the very 
word to say, the very time and place to do it and to 
say it. And of this discriminating propriety, the poor 
have a most keen and accurate perception. And his 
faith was equal with his love. He was certain that it 
was the ancient way, and musi be right. With such a 
confidence, he could afford to wait. He did not fix 
the time for his results. He would go on, and find 
them when they came. Then he was wonderful in 
his humility. He esteemed every other better than 
himself. He cared not what the service was, so he 
could do it ; or for whom it was, so it would be 
received. And, from his humility, there sprang a 
beautiful simplicity, which was a letter of universal 
commendation. He was a gentleman not only, but 
the gentlest man. No man, ever, was more acceptable 
to the refined and intellectual. No man had, ever, 
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easier access to the poor, the ignorant, the vicious, the 
degraded. He won their confidence, at once. And 
the more they saw of him, the more they trusted. 
He was so considerate of their feelings. He was so 
charitable to their infirmities. He was so constant in 
his assiduity. He knew the strings in every broken 
heart ; and had, from God, the medicine to heal their 
hurts. He seemed a ministering angel to them ; 
and they glorified God in him. But, especially, he 
was so unreserved in his self-sacrifice. One says of 
him, "Dr. Croswell was instant, in season and out of 
season. He never was known to refuse any call for 
service or duty."* And another,'}' than whom no 
living man knows better what Christ's servant with 
the poor should be, speaks thus of him, in words, 
which coming from the heart go to it. " How they 
loved him ! Because he was like his Master, Of 
Him he had learned to 'be pitiful, to be courteous' to 
the poorest, to tlie humblest. How hard it is to be 
like him; so true, — so simple in doing good! — The dis- 
tance was never too great for him to go, to do good, 
for Christ's sake — the storm was never too severe for 
him to find his way through it, to relieve a tossed and 
beaten suiferer — the night was never too late, nor 
too dark, for him to find his way, to bear the Cross, 
with its consolations, to the bed of death." How 
plainly I can see him now ; with his old cloak wrap- 
ped about him, which he would gladly have given to 
the next poor man, if he had thought it good enough 

« Mfi. letter. 

t The Rev. E, M. F. Welln, of Saint Stephen's House, Boston, Missionary to 
the poor, in his last Anniml Report of hia labors, in the city of So^ton. 
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for him ; and wltli his huge over-shoes, which, when 
he put them on so deliberately, would always bring 
to mind what the Apostle said, about having the "feet 
shod with the preparation of the Gospel of peace." 
As he set out upon his ministry of mercy you might 
think him very slow, and doubt if he would find his 
way, and wonder when he would get back, or if he ever 
would. But, ere he slept, he would have threaded 
every darkest and most doleful lane, in the most desti- 
tute quarter of the city, dived into cellars, and climbed 
garrets, comforted a lonely widow, prayed by a dying 
sailor, administered the Holy Commimion to an old 
bed-ridden woman, carried some bread to a family of 
half-starved children, engaged a mother to be sure 
and send her youngest daughter to an infant school, 
and " made a sunshine," in the shadiest places of hu- 
man suffering and sorrow. And, when all this was 
done, if he had time for it, he would charm the most 
refined and intellectual with his delightful conversa- 
tion and his pure and lambent playfulness. With a 
manner that seemed quite too quiet, there was an 
undercurrent of ceaseless, irrepressible activity ; and 
brightest thoughts, in happiest words, were ever oozing 
out, like fragrant gums, from some East Indian tree, 
as soft, as sweet, as balmy, as balsamic. " He was a 
scholar, and a ripe and good one," I may add, as 
justly ; " exceeding wise, fairspoken, and persuading." 
He had an intuition for good books, and the best 
parts of them ; as he had also for good men.'^' With 

* One of the keenest knowera I have erer mst, observed of him, thEl his 
knowledge of men waa most remarkable. " It was iiunl to gel hia jutlgment," he 
remarked ; " but when jon had it, it was a good one. He was a staff that you 
might lean on, stiie that it wonld neithei bend nor bieak.'' 
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all he did, and with the little that he seemed to do — 
the very reverse of Chaucer's Sergeant, who " seemed 
besier than he was ;" he was at home in all good En- 
glish learning with perfect mastery among the poets. 
His classical attainments were much beyond the aver- 
age. He was a well read divine ; and, beyond any man 
I knew, was "mighty in the Scriptures" and skilful 
in his apphcation of them. His sermons were entirely 
practical. The object of his preaching was apparent 
always: — to make men better. He sunk himself en- 
tirely in his theme : — Chmst Jesus, asd Him crucified. 
He had no manner. Yet the perfect conviction which 
he carried with him from the first, that he was really 
in earnest, made him attractive to aU sorts of people, 
high and low, rich and poor, wise and simple, ignorant 
and learned, and made him profitable to all. And, 
whatever his discourse might be, in matter or in man- 
ner, there was the cogent application always, of a holy 
and consistent life. His habits were simple, almost 
to severity. " Having food and raiment," he was 
"therewith content." What remained, after necessities 
were met, was so much for the poor. He was a 
Churchman of the noblest pattern. A Chiu'chman 
of the Bible, and of the Prayer Book. A Churchman, 
with Andrews, and Taylor, and Wilson, If he was 
least tolerant of any form of error, it was that of 
Papal Eome. He would have burned, if need had 
been, with Latimer and Eidley. He made no compro- 
mise with novelties, but always said "the old is better." 
There was no place for the fantastic in his chiirchman- 
ship ; it was taken up, too much, with daily work, and 
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daily prayer, and daily oaring for the poor. There 
was no antagonism between his poetry and prac- 
tice. His poetry was practical. It was the way- 
flower of his daily life ; its violet, its cowslip, or its 
pansy.* It sprajig np where he walked. You could 
not get a letter from him, though made up of the 
details of business or the household trifles of his 
hearth, that some sweet thought, (as natural as it was 
beautiful,) would not bubble up above the surface 
with prismatic hues that marked it his. His heart 
was wholly in the priesthood. He loved to pray. He 
loved to minister the Sacrament. He loved to preach. 
He loved to catechize the children. And, when he 
lifted up his manly voice in the old hymns and an- 
thems of the Church, it seemed as if a strain of the 
eternal worship had strayed down from heaven. He 
was so modest and retiring that few knew him well. 
But there is no one that knew him well, that will not 
say, with me, "we shall not look upon his like again." 
If he excelled in any one relation, after his service to 
Christ's poor, it was in all the acts and offices of 
friendship. He was a perfect friend. So delicate, so 
thoughtful, so candid, so loving, so constant. "More 
than my brother," for a quarter of a century, I dare 
not trust myself to speak of what he was to me ; of 
what I know I was to him. I never heard words 
spoken, with sincerer pleasure, than when, the other 

* How fond he was of flowers ! Bcantiful trihutcs of this kinil, went with 
him into Ihe graye. Ho was a fond lover of musit, loo. Ho not only took a 
leading piirt in the music of the Charcli, hut employed his exquisite taslo in its 
selection. So that its whole character was singularly tender, touching, and 
impressive. 



aavGoOgle 



23 



day, his old heroic father — who might well declare, 
with aged Ormond, that "he would not exchange his 
dead son, for any living son, in Christendom" — said to 
the coachman who had driven us out to weep together 
by his grave,* "This is the Bishop of Neiu Jersey ■ the 
lest friend that my son ever had, on earth." I would not 
covet for my child a richer earthly treasure, or a 
higher human praise, than to be "William Croswell's 
best and dearest friend. 

And, "Lycidas is dead ; dead, ere his prime !" In 
the midst of hia years and of his usefulness. When a 
keener enjoyment of his social and domestic comforts 
had been awakened in him. "When the work, which 
he loved beyond his life, was prosperous to his 
heart's content. When he was looking out on life, 
after some years of trial and discouragement, not 
without physical suffering, with a more cheerful 
aspect. When the just estimate of his invaluable 
services had placed his family with him in a conveni- 
ent mansion, with becoming fixtures ; so that he said 
to one, in his own pleasant way, " my feet are set in a 
large room." When he had put in order his personal 
and parochial papers. When he had planned for the 
Advent season, in which he so delighted, the training 
of a class for Confirmation, and had begun his course 
of teaching. When he had met his brethren and old 
friends at Hartford, at the recent Consecration there ; 
and enjoyed them all, with a peculiar zest. When 
he had spent a happy day beside his father's hearth ; 
glad that it rained, that he might stay at home and 

* His niorlal part rests in the burjing ground at New Haven. It whs his 
desire, recorded years ago, that lie might be buried "deep in the groiinil."' 
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have them all to his own self: and said that he felt 
so much better, that he believed he would resume his 
old poetic trade. When he had spent, with his domes- 
tic dear ones, the interval of Sunday, with an even 
more than wonted cheerfulness; making his latest 
personal memorandum; and even dating the letter 
which his little daughter was to send to her grand- 
father the next day. When he had secured within 
the fold of Christ the little child of a dear friend, 
whose baptism had, for weeks, been providentially 
delayed. When he was yet engaged in the choicest 
work of his true pastoral heart, in feeding the lambs 
of Jesus, and had not yefc wholly preached the ser- 
mon which he had prepared for little children. In an 
instant, " in the twinkling of an eye," (so that he 
gave the h3Tnn from memory which he could not find 
in his familiar prayer-book,* and had to say tlie bene- 
diction on his kneesj-j-) in an instant, "in the twinkling 
of an eye," "the silver cord" was "loosed, the golden 
bowl" was "broken, the pitcher" was "broken at 
the fountain, the wheel" was " broken at the cistern, 

* It is remarkable that, in his ombarraasraent, though he gave onl the first 
line of the eighty-eighth hymn, " Soldiers of Christ, arise ! " he announeed it by 
number as the one handred and eighty-eighth, the third verse of which is as 
follows : — 

"Determined are tbe daj-s that fly 

Successive o'er ihy head ; 

The namhered hour it on tlit mirtg, 

That lays thee mih the dead." 

In two hours he was " with the dead." 

f Aa admirable sermon hy the Lord Bishop of Fredericlon, preached in the 
Church of the Advent, three Sundays before Dr. Croswelt's death, contains the 
following sentence: — " Suppose we were to be seized with a strolie of paralysis, 
or of any sudden disease, where could we be found with bo much comfort as on 
our knees, in public prayer?" How strange a coincidence! 
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the dust " returned " to the earth, as it was, and tlie 
spirit unto God who gave it." A vein, that had been 
overtasked in that majestic form, (so beautiful in 
death that one described it, when it had reached New 
Haven, as resembling some exquisite master-piece of 
statuary,*) had yielded to the rushing current of the 
life-blood from the brain ; and there was a widow 
and an orphan in his house; and sheep without a 
shepherd in his fold ; his aged parents and devoted 
brothers were bereaved of their darling ; the twin 
was taken from my heart; Christ's "poor had lost a — 
Croswell."f 

Can I conclude in fitter words than in bis o^vn, when 
I had ■\vritten him, in 1834, of the last hours of my 
dear friend, the Rev. Dr. Montgomery : " Your last 
most touching letter has made me weep with them that 
weep, and left my heart more tender than ever to the 
sacred sorrows of this week of the Passion. The fol- 
lowing lines, the sincere impulse of my feehngs, ari'ang- 
ed themselves, almost spontaneously, as they stand : — 

" My brother, I have read 
Of holy men, in Christ who fell asleep, 
For whom no bitter leara of woe were shed : 
I eoiild not weep. 

" And thou thyself art one, 
O man of loves, and truth without alloy ! 
The Master calleth, and thy work well done, 
Enter thy joy ! 

* Every one spoke of his singular beanly in death. Ho was buried in hia 
customarj dress, over which was the surplice. It was one that had belonged to 
his friend,and mine, the Rev.EdwardO. Prescott.who died at sea, on his voyage 
to Fayal, He has scarcely written anything more beautiful than this Iribnto ID 
his memory. (See p. 27.) 

t Tlie Rev. Mr. Wells' Report. 
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" To such as tliee belong 
The liarraonies ia which all Heaven unice. 
To share the * inexpiessive nuptial song ' 
And walk in white. 

"And oh! thy church, thy home. 
Thy widowed home ! — Who shall forbid to grieve 1 
How may they bear the desolating gloom 
Such partings leave ? 

" Great Shepherd of the flock ! 
Even Thou whose Jife was given for the sheep. 
Sustain them in the overwhelming shock. 
And safely keep ! ' ' 

Three words, beloved, and I have done. His 
"home," Ha "widowed home," will you leave that 

uncomforted? His work, his glorious work, will you 
leave that to falter ? His teaching, his example, tJie 
beauty of his saintly life, the perfect beauty of his 
glorious and triumphant death, shall they be lost upon 
your hearts? Shall they be lost upon your lives?* 
Oh ! for the testimony, if they are, that he will bear 
against you, when you stand with him before the 
Judge ! Oh ! for the blessedness and glory, If you 
bear the cross of Jesus Christ as he did, and conquer 
with him in that sign, which shall be yours when you 
shall enter with him the celestial fold, and be with 
him for ever with the Lamb ! 

* Nothing could exceed the solenmitj and imprcssiveness of s!l the arrange- 
ments after his deatb. ThouBcuds visited the remains, most of tliem of the poor 
for whom he lived. The Church was filled wiih monmeta, the Bishop of the 
Diocese, with the assistiint Bishop of Connccticnl, and above sixty of the clergy 
being present. The iidmirable resolutions of the Wardens and Vestry well 
express their feelings and the feelings of the Farishioners. (Seep. 29.) 

Besolulions were also adopted by the Cleigy, assembled at (he house of the 
Bishop, he bimself presiding, and by the Vestry of Christ Church, 
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Thy cherished gift, departed friend, 

Wiih trembling I unfold, 
And fondly gaze upon its lids 

In crimson wrought and gold ; 
I open to ils dirge-like strain 

Of one who died at sea, — 
And as I read of Lvcidas 

I think, the while, of thee. 

Thy languid spirit sought, in vain 

The beautiful Azores, 
But ere It reached the middle main, 

Was rapt to liappier aliores. 
As in a dream-like hdcyon calm. 

It entered on its rest, 
Amid the groves of Paradise, 

And islands of the blest. 

Kind friends afar, at thy behest, 

Had fitted bower and hall 
To entertain their kindred guest 

In ever-green Faya! ; 
In greener bowers thy bed is made. 

And sounder is thy sleep 
Than ever life had known, among 

The chambers of the deep. 
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